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DON'T TRUST THE DANE 


„James! James! .. JAMES!" 
Oh, no! 

Not again. 

| was cornered. 


Again. 


wames! | have to talk to you, James. Now ... 


What the fuck are you doing there, James ..?" 
The Danish gnome noisily sat down on the chair on my right side and stared at the table, deeply disqusted. 
"This is WEIRD! What are you doing, James?" 


"| guess it might be easy to get a clue - even for a Danish drummer - what l'm working on’, | said, not 
without a certain sarcastic tone. "But | don't mind to enlighten you if you would ask me to do so - nicely, of 


course’. 
"Asshole". 


| grinned. 


This is a very bad and ugly word, my dear, even for a Dane. | really don't want to hear anything like this again 
because it really HURTS my feelings. And if my feelings are gonna get hurt in such a barbarian way | might be 
much too sad to just open my mouth on stage in front of a microphone to sing, and who would do the singing 
job if I'd be too hurt by a certain drummer to do so?" 


Lars groaned and stared green daggers at me. He opened up his mouth to shoot me a sharp answer but just 


gritted his teeth. 


He slapped his right hand onto the edge of the table, quickly covering it up with his left to stop himself from 
flipping the bird at me. 


| nearly burst out laughing but managed to keep on my usual poker face. 


The Danish gnome was up to something but | didn't want to ask because | noted this special greedy Ulrich 


sparkle in his green eyes. 


This always meant trouble. 


He flashed me a charming smile and | felt the sudden urge to grip him by the neck and to throw him out of 


my house. 


But he distracted me because he started to glance at the table where | had laid out my favorite 375 Magnum 
SW Revolver and the newest 1 para SigSauer pistol model - six inch barrel, of course - | had bought just 


four month ago. 


| wasn't all too happy with the pistol because the fucker was such a diva and didn't like to be touched in any 
way, especially by gunpowder. 


After firing up 50 or 60 bullets in a row the gun usually started to make problems by loading up by sliding 
the next bullet from the magazine into the barrel after the hull of the already fired up bullet had been 
thrown out. 


So, the pistol always got to fail. 


Just because the things needed to be cleaned off after firing up 30 or 40 times. And | mean, TOTALLY cleaned 
up - by getting the gun apart and polishing every single millimeter. 

Well, that's why | preferred a revolver. 

These fuckers may have been dirty as hell if you wanted to blow up three or four hundred bullets in a row 
but they never failed. 


Never. 


Well, but every hundred years or so | usually cleaned up my revolvers, too. They had to look nice and 


perfectly cared about. | didn't want to blame myself at the rifle range by showing up with dirty guns. 


Lars didn't say anything but sniffed his special Ulrich sniff to let me know that Metallica now used to have 


enough personnel to hand over the cleaning jobs to the lower slaves. 

He chewed on his gum a little harder to make himself clear to me. 

| tried hard to keep up my control to not jump him to rip the fucker off his mouth to let him know that 
Metallica now used to have enough cash that he could send all our personel to the next drugstore to buy a 
shitload of toothbrushes and toothpaste, so he didn't need the fucking chewing gum to clean up his teeth any 
longer. 

Fuck it! 


It would have been best to kill the notorious gum chewing fucker. 


By the way, who had allowed this Dane to stay in the USA more than four weeks? Did he at all have a Green 
Card? Did the FBI know about this? 


Maybe, he was an illegal immigrant! 


| didn't want to get busted all of a sudden because | let such a criminal subject work as a drummer in my 


band. 


He had to die. 
But it had to look like an accident! 


Needless to say that my flawless manners stopped me from such an unnecessary and unpleasant aggression 


Also | had to think about all the Danish blood on my kitchen floor after I'll slaughtered up the annoying guy. 


| was pretty bad in cleaning up floors, or bathrooms ... well, everything in a fucking household, 

By the way, how has a bloody floor to be cleaned up? 

So, thinking about this, | kept shut my mouth, as usual. 

| finished polishing the cartridge chambers of the 357 Magnum and admired the beautiful stainless steel - no 
remains of gunpowder left. | slowly turned the gun around to have a last look inside the barrel to check of left 
gunpowder, too. 

Lars gave a yelp, and | nearly dropped the gun 

"What the hell is it NOW?" 

"James! JAAAMES!" His voice trembled. "Don't do this ... It's DANGEROUS! You might shoot yourself!" 


| groaned and rolled my eyes. 


‘Oh, my god", | sighed. "The gun isn't loaded, Lars. Do you really think | would clean up a loaded up gun and then 


have a look inside the barrel? You must be mad". 
"But ... but .. a lot of people used to do this", he stammered. 


| laid down the revolver and briefly covered up my face with my hand before glancing at Lars again. His green 


eyes were wide. 


"Those people usually do it because they WANT to do it”, | told him. "Mostly there isn't anything like an 

accident, believe me. No shooter with more than three brain cells inside his head would wanna try to have a 
look inside a loaded up barrel. You can't see anything because the bullet is blocking the light, that's for first. 
For second, you also can't see a thing if you put the muzzle between your eyes or inside your mouth .. And, 


for third, it isnt necessary to load up a gun if you just wanna clean up the thing’ 
"Oh! You think ..2" 

"| dort think. | KNOW. An accident by cleaning up a gun? Hahaha!" 

| sneered and shot Lars an icy glance. 


"A suicidal accident. Yeah!" 


Lars looked at me, green eyes narrowed, and kept his mouth shut for estimated 25 seconds. 


"Well, okay, | guess I'm not too much interested in getting more information about this really fascinating 
subject", he finally said and elegantly waved his hand. "I came over to have a word with you about ... eh, about 
the video. We already talked about it. You know". 

| didn't like the sound of those words. 

"The video? What video? And what do you mean with that | would know what you are talking about?" 

He gave me his best Lars-smile. 

Not good! 

"The VIDEO, James! UNTIL IT SLEEPS. We talked about it". 

"Really?" 

"Aaaawwww, James .. Fuck, James! Don't be so stupid You're such a dork!" Lars groaned and tugged at his hair. 
| noticed the thick lines of eyeliner around his eyes. 

Not again! 

Maybe the little whore of a lead guitarist had varnished Lars’ toe nails in green again, to get them match up 


the color of his eyes. 
Or he had talked the Danish stupid into another perverted piercing. 


"JAMES! Listen up to me, asshole!" Lars hissed. "We're gonna start with the takes to the video on Monday. IS 
THAT CLEAR?" 

"Yeah. Clear", | hastily said. "What's going on in that video?" 

"Oh, nothing special", Lars casually mentioned. "Kirk and | thought about bringing in some art ." 

"NO SEMEN! NO BLOOD", | barked. "I refuse to pay just one nickel for a sick fucker who wants to jerk off all 
over our video! If someone will gonna jerk off all over the video and wants to get my fucking money for getting 


everything sticky and messy | also refuse to take part in that video .." 


"Yes, yes, yes, | got that, James", Lars cut me off. "No semen and no blood. Well, it will be pretty harmless, 
really. Kirk and | thought about some slightly surrealistic scenes .. Nothing too complicated, of course". 


"Surrealistic?" 


"Eh, yes. Yes. But nothing like Salvador Dali because this would be too obvious .. More like Hieronymus Bosch, 


y'know". 


"Ah? Hie ... Hieromius Bush?" 

"Hieronymus Bosch, James. Hie-ro-ny-mus B-o-s-c-h". 

Lars smile didn't falter just for a split second. 

"An artist extraordinaire. From Belgium. A painter". 

"Ah. | see". 

| didn't see but the Danish gnome didn't need to know that. 

"And this Mr. Bush .. sorry, Bosch .. well, this Mr. Bosch is our surrealistic art director, right?" 
‘James, Hieronymus Bosch is DEAD", Lars whimpered. 

"Oh fuck! I'm sorry to hear that". 

"You are such a dork. Oh, my god. What have | done to have to suffer like this?" 
Lars rubbed his face with both hands, groaning. He slightly smudged his eyeliner. 


"Hieronymus Bosch died I515. But his paintings are fucking awesome .. Fuck, | should have brought my book with 
photos of his paintings to show it to you .." 


"There is no need to bring a book, baby" | said, grinning. "I've already seen plenty of paintings by Hieronymus 
Bosch. They are weird But every museum of art all over the world seems to be flooded by his sick shit’. 
Lars nearly jumped off his chair and stared 

daggers at me. 

"Asshole!" he yelled but then forced himself to calm down. 

Again, he flashed me his patented Lars-smile. 

"Well, l'm pleased to hear that you know those paintings. Very good", he silkily said. "Now, Kirk and | thought 
that we should do something similar .. Not too much, of course, as | have said. And we thought that it would 
be a good idea to enhance the personality of every member of the band in a special way .. Jason agreed". 


"WHAT?" 


"Yes. Jason is into arts, too .." 


"Really? Why haven't | been told about this? Jason is into fucking bikes. Maybe, he's into basses, too, but I'm 


not sure about that". 
"Aaaawwww, James! SHUT UPI" 


Lars brought down his fist onto the table but shrieked because he then noticed the guns. He breathed in and 


out slowly until he had calmed down. 


"Okay, once again. Jason agreed, as I've said. He like the idea. | and Kirk worked out that Jase has to have some 
really sexy scenes - not too sexy, of course - where he would smudge up his body with dirt and mud ... all 


over his naked skin ..." 
"WHAT?" 


| jumped off my chair, my fists clenched. 
Lars grabbed my arm, tugged hard and tried to pull me back onto my chair. | gave in and sat down, staring at 
Lars with my patented Mighty-Hetfield-killer-look. 


He patted my hand. "You don't have to fear anything, James. Jason won't be completely naked. He may wear his 
pants. What should the people think about us if we let Jason smudge up his naked body with mud without 
having covered up little Jason? .. Well, not that anybody would notice it if Jason won't wear any clothes, or 
would think that there might something strange going on because Jason always looks like a clochard without 
any belongings of worth who has to sleep under the next best bridge .." 


| know another fucker who has to sleep under the next best bridge if he won't shut up his Danish 


motormouth", a calm voice was to be heard. 


Lars shrieked and stared at Jason who had entered our kitchen, his left hand inside the pocket of his tight 


black jeans, his right arm hanging down and a 38 mm special revolver in his hand. 

"Ja .. Jase .. Jason", Lars stammered and held up his hands, his green eyes wide in panic. "Don't do that .." 
Jason just grinned and clicked open the gun then handed it over to me. 

"Needs to be cleaned up, too, baby", he softly said and smiled at me then bent down to kiss me. 


| melted into the kiss, wanting more. But the little Danish fucker had to get thrown off the house first. | didn't 


want him to see my Jason naked. 


Jason smiled against my lips. | nearly fainted. He felt so good, and his energy overwhelmed me. 


As always. 

Lars gave his usual sniff of disgust. 

Jason smiled again and straightened up his body. "I'm gonna make some coffee. Who wants a cup, or two?" 
"I'd like to have some" | said, smiling at him. 

"Lars?" 


"What? Oh! No. No, thanks", Lars said. "I just came over to talk to James about the UNTIL IT SLEEPS video, and 


I'm done now, | think". 
"You think? Have you told him about your and Kirk's make-up?" 


Jason had started up the coffee machine and glanced at Lars, his arms crossed in front of his bare chest. My 
pants got very tight all of a sudden. Time to throw the drummer off the house. 


"Make-up?" | asked and smiled viciously at Lars. "What kind of make-up? Don't you tell me you think about 
painting up yourself like sluts AGAIN!" 


He blushed. 

HE BLUSHED? 

"Eh, no, no, no, no, no, no. Not at all, James, not at all. We just .. we just think about using some eyeshadow, 
and a touch of eyeliner, of course. Just a slight touch, really. To bring in some color. Not too much, of course. 
It has to be very cultivated Art, you know. Just art". 

Ah? 

Why, in hell, had Lars gone nervous all of a sudden? He stood up and shoved his chair back at the table. 


"Well, | have to hurry up now. A meeting with some suits, y'know .. See you on Monday". 


He turned to the door and nearly was out but had to stop because | made him by asking: "What's that meeting 
about?" 


He vaguely waved his hand. 
‘Nothing of interest. Something about the taxes .. And the merchandise. Absolutely boring". 


"Really?" 


"Really". Lars looked at his wristwatch. "Oh, my god, | have to run! It won't look good if I'd be late". 


With that he was gone. 


The front door banged shut some seconds later. 
| looked at Jason, and Jason looked at me. 


"Do you think what | think, baby?" | asked. "There is going on something very rotten inside the state of 


Denmark!" 


